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pleasure was therefore inevitable though of little moment
except for its possible reverberations in more powerful quar-
ters. The King would be angry on my account; he might
be furious ; he might be terrible in his dealings with those
who had betrayed their trust and mission. Ibn Jiluwi had
charged Zayid to avoid avoidable danger. That was pre-
cisely what they were now seeking to do, though I would
doubtless put a different interpretation on their conduct; and
Ibn Jiluwi might be angry with them if he thought that the
King might be displeased with the manner in which he had
discharged the task allotted to him. Which way lay the best
hope of salvation ? They had offered to conduct me to
Dhufar, they had offered to wander at my will in Al Khiran ;
and they had suggested the march across the waterless desert
from where we were. But nothing seemed to satisfy me short
of seeking death or danger amid the black mountains of
Hadhramaut. That they would not face without guides and
peacemakers, so their choice lay between the King's wrath
and their own master's. Zayid and others of the party had
already experienced punishment at the hands of Ibn Jiluwi—
imprisonment for a period with food enough though without
the solace of female society. That could be endured again.
Suwid bore in three places the terrible scars of Sa'ar daggers
which had left him for dead on a never-to-be-forgotten
occasion. He could not speak of that day without horror and
agonised remembrance. He would not face that again. But
what of the King ? What would he do in his anger ? That
was the question, and my companions had agreed that the
safest course was to return forthwith to the Hasa, to risk the
wrath of Ibn Jiluwi and to trust to their own ability to per-
suade him that I had been dangerously unreasonable in my
demands on their patience and endurance.
Thus dramatically confronted with the spectre of complete
failure in circumstances which I had certainly not foreseen
at any stage of our wrangling arguments, I had to change my
tactics. Returning to my tent I summoned Zayid and 'Ali
for a consultation, and in a few minutes more than half the
party was foregathered round my pallet. We argued and
wrangled. I protested that I would on no account go back

